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A New Spirit 


Au THE world is astir with a new and 
joyous spirit, the spirit of Christmas. There 
is an unusual feeling of busyness about our 
daily activities, for many things must be done 
before glad Christmas Day arrives. For many 
weeks men were busy cutting fir and pine 
and spruce trees for us to bring into our 
homes and decorate to add to the spirit of 
gaiety and beauty in honor of the Christ 
child. 

In homes where real fireplaces are still 
enjoyed, logs have been cut for the yuletide 
fires. Mothers and grandmothers all over the 
land are cooking many special tasty dishes, 
secret things that they will not serve until 
Christmas Day. 

Stores in cities and villages alike are 
crowded with Christmas shoppers—fathers 
and mothers, grandmothers and grand- 
fathers, uncles and aunts, older brothers and 
sisters, and friends, who all are helping good 
old Santa Claus get everything ready for 


Christmas. Some of you may think there is 
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no Santa Claus; but there really is, for every- 
one who gives a gift with love in his heart 
is a Santa Claus. 

Through all these busy days, there is a very 
special spirit of love and gladness all about 
us. That spirit makes all our tasks easy and 
pleasant. What difference does it make if 
Mother does ask you to run to the store half 
a dozen times when you could have brought 
all that she wants in one trip? Or what differ- 


ence does it make if you have to give up a 


skating party to amuse baby sister while 
Mother finishes the last batch of Christmas 
cookies? Extra chores do not irritate or dis- 
turb us because the spirit of love in our hearts 
overflows in little acts of helpfulness. So 
eager are we to do our part in preparing to 
celebrate the birthday of the Christ child that 
with hearts and lips we are singing: 
“Merry Christmas!” 
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BY MARCIA MORGAN 


Rw wiggled deeper into the strawstack 
and pulled the old horse blanket he had got 
from the storeroom more tightly around 
him. He was glad for Shep’s furry collie 
warmth pressed against his legs. It was cold 
out here in the barn; and while the lantern 
he had brought gave plenty of light, it did 
not give much heat. But Rudi did not mind 
too much. It would soon be midnight, and 
then the wonderful thing would happen! 
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Christmas 


The barn was not drafty, at least. The 
walls were tight and strong, and snow was 
banked against them halfway to the eaves. 
The drifts were like mountains to shovel 
through; but even Pete, the hired man, did 
not mind because it was so nice to have a 
real white Christmas. The sun in the morn- 
ing would light a million diamonds all over 
the farm in honor of Christmas Day. 

Rudi looked at his watch, the beautiful 
watch Grandfather Lichter had given him. 
Only ten minutes now until midnight. Could 
it really happen? But it had to! Grandfather 
Lichter would not lie, and he had said he 
had seen it himself with his own eyes and 
had heard it with his own ears. Well, he had 
not said that exactly, but he had said it had 
happened. 

When Grandfather Lichter had come to 
live with Rudi and his parents, all the way 
from his old home in Switzerland, where 
Rudi’s mother had been born, some of the 
boys at school had told Rudi he would not 
like having his grandfather there. They 
had said he would be foreign and queer and 
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always in the way and that he would try 
to “boss” Rudi. 

But it had not been like that at all. Grand- 
father Lichter spoke English with only a 
| trace of accent. He also spoke French and 
German, and Rudi had great fun learning 
everyday words in both languages from him. 
Grandfather had explained that in Switzer- 
land four different languages are spoken, 
| and most people know two or three of them, 
at least. 

The day Grandfather Lichter arrived, 
three months before, he had given Rudi the 
watch as a “hello present.” It was a wonder- 
ful Swiss pocket watch. Its gold case was 
engraved with a mountain scene, and it 
chimed the hours like a silvery echo of the 
big clock on the living-room mantel. 

Grandfather Lichter had a thousand fas- 
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ea “Hello, Shep,” Rudi said 

softly, expectantly. 
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chalets (a Swiss herdsman’s hut or cabin, 
pronounced sha-la’) with roofs weighted 
by stones against the fierce winds; about the 
heroes who had led Switzerland’s struggle 
for freedom; about Swiss chocolate and 
cheeses; and about the toy factory where 
he had worked. 

It was on an afternoon almost a week ago 
that Grandfather Lichter had told Rudi 
about the miracle he was waiting in the 
barn to see. Grandfather was teaching Rudi 
the art of wood carving; and while Rudi put 
the finishing touches on a statuette of Shep, 
the sure hands of the old craftsman worked 
on a bracket that was to be his Christmas 
present to Rudi’s mother. The bracket was 
all leaves and roses, looped together with a 
ribbon whose soft folds seemed almost real. 

The two of them had been talking about 
Christmas, while Christmasy smells drifted 
in from the kitchen. Mother was making 
cookies from old-time German recipes— 
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Morning Prayer 


By Florence Taylor 


When | wake up, dear Father-God, 
greet the new day joyfully, 
Because | know that I’m Your child 
And only good can come to me. 


pfeffernuesse, hot with spices, and the white, 
anise-flavored springerle with pictures rolled 
into the cookies with a special rolling pin. 

Grandfather had just finished telling Rudi 
about the parade of Santa Claus and his 
helpers that was held in his home village 
each Christmas, in which Santa wears a 
beard and costume and each helper wears a 
large, elaborate headdress and a mask made 
of cardboard decorated with the coat of arms 
of his family. 

“O-o-h,” Rudi sighed, tossing back the 
dark hair he wished would not curl so, “that 
sounds like great fun. I wish people did it 
here.” 

“Ah, you have many customs just as fine,” 
Grandfather assured him, nodding his head. 

They worked on in silence for a little 
while. Finally, Rudi laid his knife down on 
the table and held out his carving. 

“Look! I’m all finished except the sanding 
and painting.” 

“A good job,” Grandfather declared, look- 
ing the little dog over carefully. “I think 
you could do this for your living someday.” 

“Thank you,” Rudi replied. “That would 
be interesting, but I want to be an animal 
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doctor and take care of all kinds of animals 
—maybe even be a keeper of a big zoo, or 
travel with a circus.” 

Grandfather looked up, his dark eyes 
bright under the shaggy white brows. “You 
love animals very much, don’t you, Rudi?” 

“Oh, yes! More than anything!” Rudi ex- 
claimed, adding in a little confusion, “except 
you and Mother and Dad, of course, But 
that’s different.” 

Grandfather smiled, and then he dropped 
a bombshell—or so it seemed to Rudi. “Did 
you know, Rudi,” he asked, “that animals 
can talk at midnight on Christmas Eve?” 

Rudi looked up from his sanding, and his 
mouth actually dropped open, “No, I never 
heard of such a thing. Is—is it a joke?” 

“No, indeed. It is an old, old legend in 
Switzerland. People say that because the 
animals were present at Christ’s birth in the 
stable, they are given the power of speech 
for that moment out of the year.” 

“But that’s just a story, isn’t it?” Rudi 
questioned, “It’s not really true, is it?” 

“I believe in its truth,” Grandfather re- 
plied. “When I was a boy only a little older 
than you, my sister and I slipped down to 
our shed one Christmas Eve, and our goats 
talked to us.” 

Rudi looked closely to see if Grandfather 
were joking, but there was no mischief in 
his face. He was really serious, so it must be 
true. Right then, Rudi decided to stay in the 
barn Christmas Eve. He had wished a thou- 
sand times that Shep or his pony, Blaze, or 
even the milk cows could speak; and now 
they would! 

In the chill of the barn, Rudi looked at 
his watch again, moving carefully so as not 
to wake Pete, who slept in a room at one 
end of the barn. He had had to be plenty 
careful slipping out of the house, too! Only 

(Please turn to page 31) 
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Wien I was in the fifth grade, two 
things happened to me that were very im- 
portant. One happened at school, and one 
happened at home. 

On a day in late November, Miss Hanson, 
our teacher, introduced a new member to 
our class. Rosella Martinez had moved to 
our small town, just a block from my home. 

After school that day, the Three Bears 
Club met in my basement playroom to talk 
over things in general and Rosella Martinez 
in particular. There were three members in 
the club: Kathy Kelly, Rita Johnson, and I. 
We called ourselves the Three Bears because 
we liked to get together to growl about 
things. The real purpose of this meeting, 
however, was to make dresses for our paper 
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dolls. We all considered ourselves too old 
to play with paper dolls, but we liked to 
design dresses for them. 

“Sue, your mother makes the best 
brownies,” Rita informed me as she reached 
for her third. 

“We'll spoil our suppers, and we are hav- 
ing company tonight—the Martinez family,” 
Kathy remarked. 

“That Martinez girl seems pretty aver- 
age,” Rita said. 

“Average” was our current slang, and it 
did not mean average at all. We used the 
word when we spoke of people or things 
that we considered remarkably nice. 

“But what a queer name,” I said. “Who- 
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ever heard of a name like Martinez. Nobody 
else in town has a name like that.” 

Rita was making a bride dress for the 
grown-up doll. “She dresses nicely, and I 
think she has a pretty face,” she said, mean- 
ing Rosella Martinez. 

“My mother says she is typically Spanish- 
American. Probably, her grandparents came 
from Mexico.” Kathy lived right next door 
to the Martinez family, so she had some ad- 
vance information. 

We talked about ways of making Rosella 
feel at home in our town. I wondered if 
she would be a nice person to know; I had 
never known a Spanish-American girl before. 
However, I did not express my doubts. 

I went to school the next morning with 
the thought that I would be friendly to 
Rosella. I planned to ask her to come over to 
play with me after school. 

I changed my mind after music class. 

“Rosella, you have a lovely voice,” I 
heard Miss Hanson say to her after class. 
“Perhaps you can have a part in the grade- 
school operetta.” 

“Oh, Miss Hanson, thank you. I love to 
sing,” Rosella said, and her smile gave her 
face a warm glow. 

Now, you will say that it is silly to dis- 
like a girl because she has a good voice. I 
told myself that there were other reasons 
why I disliked Rosella. She was stuck-up; 
she was not modest about her voice; and 
she was “different.” 

There is one thing that you have to know 
about me to understand what made me feel 
as I did. Up to this point, I had been the 
girl in the fifth grade who received com- 
pliments on her lovely voice. 

“Of course, Sue Becker will have the lead 
in the grade-school operetta.” That was the 
first thing everybody said when plans were 
made each year. I always sang the solos in 
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the junior choir at church, and I appeared on 
the P.T.A. programs. 

“I suppose Rosella will plan to sing all 
the solos now,” I told myself bitterly. 

The Three Bears met that evening. The 
purpose of this meeting was to eat popcorn. 

“Should we ask Rosella to join the Three 
Bears?” Kathy asked. 

“Now, let’s not rush into this. We don’t 
really know her very well yet. She may turn 
out to be a steady drip,” I replied before 
Rita could say anything. “After all, she isn’t 
like us. Why, I hear that they speak Spanish 
at home.” I tried to make it sound as though 
people who spoke Spanish at home would 
also eat peas with a knife. 

“Say, maybe she could teach us a little.” 
Rita seemed to like the idea of learning a 
new language. 

“But don’t you think it is kind of silly 
to speak anything but English? For goodness’ 
sake, if they are going to live in America, 
they should speak the language.” I was so 
busy salting my popcorn that I did not look 
at anybody. 

The girls did not say any more about 
Rosella’s joining our club, and I thought that 
was the end of that idea. 

As time went by, Rosella’s voice got more 
and more attention. She joined our junior 
choir at church and sang solos just as often 
as I did. We both sang at the P.T.A. meet- 
ing. Of course, everybody made a fuss over 
Rosella. They had heard me sing before! 

Although Rita and Kathy said no more 
about Rosella’s joining our club, they were 
very nice to her in school and often played 
at her house. I could not understand it. 
Rosella was all right, I supposed, but she 
was so—well, different. You could not say 
that I was not friendly to her. I was not 
rude; I just tried not to have anything to do 
with her. 
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in California 


Ragina 


There isn’t any snow 

Like a blanket on the ground. 
There are no merry sleigh bells, 
Ringing out their happy sound. 


The sun is warm and bright, 
And poinsettias, in a row, 

Make a lovely splash of red. 
(Their color seems to glow.) 


The grass is rich and green, 
Like a carpet, thick and lush. 


N 


From high up in a palm tree \ Uy 
Comes the warbling of a thrush. \ 
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It doesn’t look like Christmas— 


This colorful display. 
And yet the love of Christ 
Lives in all our hearts this day. 


For wasn’t Jesus born 

In a far-off desert place, 

With palms swaying in the breeze 
That gently touched His face? 


It doesn’t really matter 

If the day is cold or fair. 

Christmas comes within our hearts 
So long as Christ is there. 


Hank laughed and squeezed his shoulder. 

Just before Christmas something very 
wonderful happened in our family. 

Ever since I was about four, my parents 
had been trying to adopt a baby. They had 
followed every suggestion that was given 
them; but at each agency they tried, they 
were told that they were too old or they 
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were not making enough money or some- 
thing. Then they heard about this place in 
the East, and they applied there. Suddenly, 
out of the unknown into the known ap- 
peared a one-year-old girl who needed a 
family. We were all wild with joy. We lived 
on a cloud of excitement during the week 
that my mother went after her. My father 
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and I were an hour early when we went to 
meet their train. 

This baby was a darling. She was friendly 
and as bright as a new penny. She was such 
a happy baby that it was a joy to take care 
of her. Only one thing bothered me. Linda 
was a dear, but she was different from most 
babies; that is, she was different from any 
other baby in our town. She was Chinese- 
American. Her hair was like black silk, and 
her eyes were like black velvet. I was not 
bothered by the fact that her skin was a 
little deeper shade of tan than my own. She 
was my sister, and I loved her. I thought she 
was the cutest baby I had ever seen. What 
bothered me was that because she was dif- 
ferent, Rita and Kathy might not want to 
play with her. 

I need not have worried. The Three Bears 
took her into the club immediately. We had 
lots more fun with her than we had ever 
had with our paper dolls. Since I was the 
only girl in the club who had a baby sister, 
we spent much of our time after school 
baby-sitting with Linda, teaching her to walk 
and talk. I thought it was wonderful that the 
girls were able to see that although Linda 
was different she was not any less adorable. 
In fact, she was “very average.” 

In Sunday school I heard the kinder- 
garten class singing: “Jesus loves the little 
children, All the children of the world; 
Red and yellow, black and white, They are 
precious in His sight.” For the first time that 
song meant something to me. 

Well, what about Rosella? I did not see 
any connection between the way I felt about 
Linda and the way I felt about Rosella— 
until Christmas. 

The Three Bears were in our basement 
playroom. We were keeping an eye on Linda 
and talking about the Christmas gift ex- 
change at school. 
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I was doing the growling. “Isn’t it just my 
bad luck to draw Rosella’s name? What 
shall I get for a person like that?” 

“What's wrong with Rosella, anyway?” 
Rita wanted to know. “I think she is nice.” 


“Well, she is—well—different!” I ex- 
plained with what seemed to me perfect 
logic. ““Anybody can see that.” 

Rita would not let it drop there. “So is 
Linda different, but you love Linda. What's 
so terrible about being different ?” 

“I like Rosella,” Kathy spoke up. “I am 
going to ask her to my Christmas party.” 

My two best friends were turning against 
me! I acted so sulky that they soon went 
home. I felt sorry for myself after they left. 
It seemed that I would spend the rest of my 
life alone and friendless. 

“This is the time,” I said to Linda, “‘to 
talk things over with Mother.” My mother 
is the best person I know for applying band- 
ages to hurt feelings. 

I took Linda and went upstairs. 

“Have Kathy and Rita gone home al- 
ready?” Mother asked. 

“I suppose they went to play with Ro- 
sella,” I pouted. 

Then I told mother about how unfair 
Kathy and Rita were to turn against me and 
become friends with Rosella. We had quite 
a discussion. We talked about how Rosella 
was the only Spanish-American in town and 
how Linda was the only Chinese-American. 
Kathy Kelly had a grandmother who spoke 
with an Irish brogue, and my father was the 
only person in town who had come from 
Germany. 

“Do you know Rosella very well?” my 
mother asked. 

“Well, no. I haven’t tried very hard to 
know her.” 

“Because she is different, as you say, 

(Please turn to page 31) 
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A Gift for a King 


- THE Bible, Matthew tells us of Magi, 
wise and holy men, who brought gifts to the 
infant Jesus. But Matthew does not give us 
any of the details about preparation for the 
journey or obtaining the gifts the Magi 
brought. Scholars who have made a study of 
Biblical times have uncovered interesting 
facts about the land and people of that day. 
From these facts, plus some imagination, we 
can get a picture of what may have happened. 
This then is a story of Gaspar, youngest of 
the Magi. 

Gaspar lived in the land of the Medes and 
Persians. One night Gaspar was looking up 
at the stars that twinkled like silver jewels 
in the sky above him. Suddenly, he saw a 
new star. At least, he could not remember 
ever having seen it before. It was bigger and 
brighter than any other. Gaspar had read 
writings of the old Hebrew prophets, who 
had foretold the coming of one who would 
be King of the Jews. Could this star have 
something to do with that prophecy? He 
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The merchant pulled out a beautiful wrought chest. 


By Aylesa Forsee 


must find Melchior and Balthasar at once, 
thought Gaspar. They were Magi, too— 
older and wiser than he. 

Just then Gaspar heard footsteps. The 
dark-skinned Balthasar and the stately, 
white-haired Melchoir came hurrying toward 
him. “It is the sign,” Melchior said breath- 
lessly. “The sign of the long-promised 
Savior.” 


“The Savior,” repeated Gaspar in an awe- 
struck tone. “I wish to see Him.” 

“But we do not even know where He is,” 
said Melchior. 

“Jerusalem, most likely,” Balthasar sug- 
gested. “But to undertake a long and dan- 
gerous journey——” He halted. 
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The idea of wild animals, thirst, and rob- 
bers did not frighten Gaspar. “If the star is 
the sign of the Savior, would it not lead us 
to Him?” he asked. 

A solemn stillness lay between the Magi— 
a stillness broken only by the hushed rustle 
of palm leaves. 

“The journey must be a swift one,” said 
Melchior, speaking for all of them. 

The next few hours were busy ones. Gas- 
par’s servants hurried about, watering cam- 
els, filling goatskin bottles with water, pre- 
paring bags of dates, cheese, and honeycakes. 

Gaspar’s heart beat high with joy as his 
camel padded off with a swaying gait. Only 
one thing was lacking. He had no gift for 
the King. But the Magi would be passing 
through the great trading city of Damascus. 
There, they could buy gifts worthy of the 
King. 

Soon, the Wise Men came to a desert, 
where sand stretched out for miles like a 
pale-yellow sea. As they rode over the glar- 
ing sand dunes, Gaspar was often so tired 
and thirsty he wanted to stop. But with the 
others, he pushed steadily forward. 

Sometimes they could stay overnight at an 
inn, but more often than not, they had to 
sleep on the ground. Then Gaspar would see 
the eyes of animals glittering in the low 
bushes or hear twigs snapping under the feet 
of bears, foxes, or wolves. He was not afraid, 
for the special star shone brightly, as if bless- 
ing the travelers. 

One day the Wise Men came into a 
country of fertile fields and many fruit trees. 
Finally, a walled city loomed up ahead. 

“Damascus!” exclaimed Melchior. “The 
pearl of the desert.” 

Now they could buy gifts for the King, 
Gaspar thought happily. 

The Wise Men passed through a gate and 
down narrow, crooked streets to the open- 
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air markets. Here, peddlers called out their 
wares. Customers in robes and turbans ar- 


gued about prices with merchants who were 
squatting behind piles of silk, the colors of 
flowers. 

Dismounting from their camels, the Wise 
Men passed displays of fruit, goatskins, 
blood-red rubies, and pearls that were as 
white as snow on a mountaintop. Melchior 
halted in front of a thin-lipped Arab who 
was selling gold in goatskin bags. ‘Have 
you nothing better?” he asked, fingering the 
gold. “I want a present for a King.” 

With clawlike hands, the merchant pulled 
out a beautifully wrought chest from under 
the goatskins. “Fit for a king,” he said, lift- 
ing the lid to show the gold inside. 

“Wouldn’t a king have enough gold?” 
asked Gaspar. 

Melchior smiled. “It is not the gold so 
much as what it stands for. The yellow is for 
wisdom.” 

“Think, too, of what had to happen be- 
fore the gold could come to us in this form,” 
said Balthasar. “Once it lay in rough rocks. 
Only through refining was anything of value 
brought out of the rocks.” 

Gaspar realized that what Balthasar really 
meant was that just as gold is separated from 
rough rock, so each of us must put aside 
mean thoughts for kind and loving ones. 
He hoped he could find as wise a gift. 

Melchior had completed his purchase now. 
“I am a little tired,” he said, ‘‘and with the 
gold to look after——” 

“Why not go to the inn while Gaspar and 
I look for our gifts,” Balthasar said. 

Gaspar and Balthasar had just helped 
Melchior load his camel when a sweet, spicy 
scent came to their nostrils. Balthasar sniffed 
appreciatively and said, “Let us go to the 
street of spices.” 

After the two Magi had wandered around 
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Why? 
By Kathryn S. Gibson 


Why are the lights all shining 
Up and down the way? 

Why is the holly wreath on the door? 
Why does the music play? 


Why do the stars seem brighter 
In the nighttime sky above? 
Why do the people’s faces shine 
With gratitude and love? 


Why are the gifts piled high and bright 
Beneath the fragrant tree? 

Why does the hearth fire burn so warm? 
What can this day be? 


Why do the children dance for joy? 
Why do the church bells ring? 
I’m sure you know the answer: 
’Tis the birthday of a King! 


awhile, Balthasar paused before a display of 
myrrh. “Myrrh,” he said, stroking his beard 
thoughtfully. “Among the Jews, myrrh 
stands for sacrifice. I think I shall buy myrrh 
for the King.” 

With the myrrh in his hand, Balthasar 
turned to Gaspar. “What of your gift?” 

Before Gaspar could answer, he over- 
heard a merchant back of him say to a cus- 
tomer, “The frankincense comes from the 
purest resin you can find anywhere. Wait, 
Pll show you how it burns.” 
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Turning around, Gaspar watched the 
clear, white flame, releasing a sweetness that 
smothered unpleasant odors in the market 
place. “That's what I want for the King,” 
he exclaimed, ‘‘a pure and perfect gift!” 

Next morning, the three Magi, guarding 
their gifts carefully, set off toward Jerusalem. 
Days later, they arrived in the Holy City, 
tired and dust-grimed. They went about, 
asking, “Where is He who has been born 
King of the Jews? We have seen His star 

(Please turn to page 41) 
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Toald Refnre 
W hat the Story lLold Before 


The Westons were farmers. Mr. and Mrs. 


Weston were away on a business trip. Oliver 
Burns lived in a trailer with Toni and Nick 
Chicola, who had helped Mr. Weston 
through the summer. 


BY FLORENCE M. DAVIS 


Frances Weston gave Mary Lou Piper a 
piece of rose quartz, taken from a ledge on 
the Weston farm, for a birthday present. 
The rose quartz disappeared from a window 
sill at school, and Mary Lou accused Oliver 
of stealing it because he helped the janitor 
and had a key to the schoolhouse. Oliver 
denied it. Later, he told Fran that Toni and 
Nick had made him give them his key to the 
schoolhouse and had gone in and taken the 
rose quartz. They had it appraised and found 
it valuable. Now, they were planning to 
dynamite the ledge and sell the rose quartz. 
Mr. Weston would telephone home that 
night. Oliver suggested that they take a 
stuffed rattlesnake he had seen in a cabin 
on the Weston farm and put it on the ledge 
to frighten Toni and Nick when they came 
to dynamite the ledge. This would take care 
of the ledge until Mr. Weston could return. 
Fran watched while Oliver went to get the 
snake. Suddenly, she heard voices, and Toni 
and Nick came by. Fran shook with terror. 
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Looking in, Fran could 
barely make out something 
on the floor. 


What if they should meet Oliver and learn 
that he knew about their plan to blow up the 
ledge! 


Part Three 


S OON, Fran heard scrambling sounds. She 
drew a long breath of relief as Oliver came 
into sight, with Lady at his heels. He had the 
rattlesnake with him—one arm through its 
coils. Even though it was only a stuffed one, 
it appeared so real that it made Fran shiver. 

She told Oliver about seeing Nick and 
Toni, and he said he had seen them, too, 
but in time to crouch behind a rock and hold 
Lady so she could not bark until they were 
out of sight. 

They set the rattlesnake in plain sight on 
the ledge and then hurried down the path 
toward Fran’s house. 

Grandma had supper ready, but Fran was 
so nervous and jittery, thinking of the two 
evil men with Oliver in their power and the 
damage they were planning to do, that she 
ate very little. Grandmother asked if some- 
thing was bothering her. Quick tears sprang 


December, 1958 


to Fran’s eyes, and her chin trembled as she 
told her what was on her mind. 

Grandma was worried, too, but she tried 
to comfort Fran by saying she was sure her 
father would call, and he would know what 
to do. So Fran tried to settle down with her 
homework, but when at long last the phone 
rang and she heard her father’s voice, she 
began to cry. 

“What's wrong, chickadee?” he asked her 
anxiously. 

“Those men in the trailee-——” she man- 
aged to say. 

“What about them?” he asked quickly. 
“Have they been bothering you?” 

“They're trying to steal the rose quartz 
off the ledge,” Fran quavered. 

“They are what?” 

Fran suddenly remembered she had not 
had a chance to tell Daddy what Mr. Phillips 
had told her about the value of the vein of 
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Evening Prayer 


By Florence Taylor 


When darkness softly wraps me re , d, 
~ Dear God, | shut out every sound 
Except Your voice, which seems to say, 
“Sleep, child, in peace till break 
of day.” 


rose quartz. He and Mamma were gone 
when she got back from school that day. 
Hopeless of trying to explain it over the 
phone, she began to cry again. . 

“They're going to blow up the ledge,” 
she gulped, “tomorrow, I think.” The con- 
nection was broken abruptly, and though she 
waited, hoping he would call back once 
more, the phone did not ring again, She 
went to bed, not sure whether they should 
have called the police or not. 

The last thing before they locked the 
house up tight, Grandma looked out and 
said, “It’s starting to rain hard. Those men 
can’t get wet dynamite to explode, and by 
morning, I expect your mother and father 
will be back. In the meantime, we'll trust 
God.” Comforted, Fran went to bed, but she 
did not sleep well. From time to time, she 
peered out to see if there were lights on 
the ledge, but it was so windy and rainy she 
could not tell. 

She woke with a start from the deep sleep 
which had finally overtaken her to the joyful 
sight of her father sitting on the edge of 
her bed. She threw herself into his arms, sure 
that everything would be all right now. 
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“Oh, you came home!” she cried. “I was 
so worried about you.” 

“You were worried about me!” Her fa- 
ther looked astounded. “It was the other way 
round, if you ask me. I was worried about 
you and Grandma, and that’s why I’m wak- 
ing you up so early. I couldn't make heads or 
tails of what you said over the phone.” 

“I know.” Fran hung her head, ashamed 
that she had cried. 

But Daddy tousled her hair and said, “I 
got some of the story from your grand- 
mother, but I'd better hear what you know 
about this affair.” So Fran told him the 
whole plot, not omitting the episode of the 
rattlesnake, which gave her father grim 
amusement. He went out to call the state 
police, which he had not been able to do till 
he was sure of his facts, and Fran got 
dressed. 

“Did you hate to leave the exposition 
early?” she asked her mother as she sat 
down to breakfast. 

“Well—not too much. We had seen the 
best of it, and after Daddy talked with you, 
we couldn’t get home fast enough. Do you 
feel you can trust Oliver—that he ‘is telling 
you the truth about these men? After all, 
you don’t know him very well.” 

“I know him well enough to know he is 
good,” Fran said stoutly. “And I know he 
wants to get away from Toni and Nick.” 

““Hasn’t he any other relatives he can live 
with?” her mother asked, frowning. Fran 
shook her head sorrowfully. 

They were interrupted at this point by 
the arrival of the state troopers, two tall, 
capable-looking men, trim in their gray-blue 
uniforms and stiff-brimmed hats. They asked 
Fran a lot of questions, and she answered 
them the best she could. 

Suddenly, there was a timid knock at the 

(Please turn to page 36) 
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Cicero Plays 


BY LAWRENT LEE 
Copyright 1958 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


R ED SLOAN’S heart sang when he awoke 
to see the swirl of white flakes that blew 
across his bedroom window. 

“This Christmas has everything!’ he 
thought, and dressed as fast as he could. 

His cousin Coralee and his small sister 
Anne knocked at his door, crying, “Merry 
Christmas! Merry Christmas, Red!” 

“Merry Christmas,” he cried; and they all 
ran downstairs, with Coralee’s cat at their 
heels, to a room gay with evergreen and 
mistletoe and holly and tinseled bells. His 
mother and father and his grandmother and 
grandfather were waiting before the fire- 
place. Christmas greetings and laughter 
flashed among them while the fire leaped 
and glowed, making a bright background 
for the stockings that hung from the mantel. 
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Santa Claus 


The merriment swelled as each bit of fruit 
and candy and each treasure came from the 
bulging stockings. 

Coralee drew out a small red leather 
collar, studded with brass bells. 

“This is just what we want, isn’t it, 
Cicero?” she called to her big tawny cat. 
“Come and let’s put it on.” 

Red watched her fasten the collar around 
Cicero’s neck. 

“Good, Cicero!” he said. “Those bells 
will help us keep track of you. But, Coralee,” 
he whispered with a grin, “it’s not a basket- 
ball, is it?” 

“Hardly!” she answered. “Even Santa 
couldn’t get a basketball into a stocking.” 

Red winked at her. They both knew she 
wanted a basketball more than anything else, 
and they both expected her to get it. 

“Come help me, Red,” Anne cried. “Old 
Cicero’s rolled my apple under the lounge.” 

Red reached one arm into the shadows 
and got the apple. Cicero ran from under 
the far end of the lounge and disappeared, 
the bells on his new collar jingling. 
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“That old Cicero!” Anne exclaimed. ‘‘His 
bells sound like Santa’s reindeer, but he’s no 
reindeer. He’s a nuisance.” 

The Christmas tree and its gifts had to 
wait until after breakfast. Each year Red 
fretted about the delay, but he knew how 
Christmas sweets and excitement could keep 
him from eating the food he needed for 
this long, wonderful day. Besides, there was 
no use arguing or teasing. In the Sloan 
household, a rule was a rule; and this was 
one of long standing. 

So, while he ate his fruit and cereal, eggs 
and toast, he consoled himself with the gifts 
from his stocking and tried to guess what 
would be on the tree for each member of the 
family. Just thinking of the basketball Cora- 
lee had wanted so long and the bobsled he 
had told his father he hoped he would get 
was tantalizing. 
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“Do you know what's 
bothering Coralee?” 


When the last plate was empty, Red’s ex- 
citement was boiling; but his father lifted a 
hand. 

“Don’t forget your job even on Christmas, 
Son. Check the furnace. Then we'll start on 
the tree.” 

Red ran to the kitchen, jerked open the 
basement door, and raced down the steps. 
In his eagerness, he got the water container 
too full and had to bail out some. He al- 
most forgot to put the lid back on, but, at 
last, he was upstairs again. 

“Out of my way, Cicero,” he commanded 
as he joined the others; but the cat paid no 
attention. He sniffed at the bright bits of 
paper and ribbon and batted at those that 
interested him. 

“Now!” said Mr. Sloan. 

He rolled the doors to the next room wide 
open; and there it was—their Christmas 
tree, a blaze of glittering lights and color. 
And on the floor around it were heaped all 
sizes and shapes of mysterious packages, 
wrapped in fancy papers with bands and 
bows of glossy ribbon. 

“Oh,” breathed Anne, gazing at the doll 
that could be for no one but herself. 
“Whee-oo,” whistled Red as he caught 
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sight of a new bobsled behind the tree, so 
long that it would have to be the last thing 
anyone would get; but there it was, just the 
same, for him! 

Cries of delight broke all around as each 
one saw something that particularly pleased 
him. 

His father started reading names on the 
gifts and handing them to Anne to deliver. 
Even the cat shared in the excitement, touch- 
ing with a curious paw each new thing in 
his reach. Red hardly saw what was going 
on. He was so happy, just looking at the 
long body and the stainless steel runners of 
his bobsled. 

When all the gifts were out from around 
the tree, he examined his sled inch by inch. 
It was perfect! He went to the window and 
looked out. The snow was almost deep 
enough to try it. 

His mother came to stand beside him. 

“The sled’s all right, Son?’ she asked. 

“It’s the best ever, Mom! You and Dad 
do the nicest things for me!” 

“I’m glad you think that, dear. Where's 
Coralee?” She looked searchingly about the 
room. 

“I don’t know,” Red said. “I'll find her.” 

He went to the foot of the stairs and 
called, “Coralee?” 

A faint yes drifted down to him. 

“We miss you. Are you coming down?” 

“Right away,” she answered. 

He heard her footsteps in the hall and 
waited. She looked unusually pink, and her 
eyes were hazy, as if she might have been 
crying. What could she cry about on Christ- 
mas Day? 

Red blurted, “Did you see my sled? It’s a 
dandy!” 

She nodded and gave him a wavering 
smile. “It'll beat anything on the hill,” she 
said. 
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Table Blessing 


Florence Gresham 


For food that gives me health 
and strength, 
Dear God, I'm thanking You; 
My gratitude I'll try to show 
In everything | do. 


“Let’s see your ball. If we go to the base- 
ment, we can throw a few.” 

She shook her head. “I didn’t get it. But I 
got lots of lovely things. Come and see the 
new dress Grandmother made for me. 
Grandfather gave me the best harmonica I 
ever saw.” She led him to a chair where her 
gifts were heaped. “Auntie gave me that 
beautiful stationery and the clasp for my hair 
and the scarf to match my new dress. When 
spring comes, the tennis balls you gave me 
will help my game a lot! And Uncle—just 
look at the things he got me! Everyone’s so 
good to me!”’ 

Her gifts were nice, every one of them. 
But the basketball—where was it? It was the 
only thing she had said she wanted when 
the usual question was asked: “What do you 
want for Christmas, Coralee? What do you 
want most of all?’’ Each time she had an- 
swered the same: “A basketball.” But it was 
not there! 

“I’m sorry, Coralee,” he said gently. “I 
thought you'd get one, but I guess there’s 
some good reason.” 

She nodded. “Of course there is,” she 
said; but Red knew that deep inside she was 
disappointed, and he was disappointed, too. 
Still, he tried to act cheerful and keep the 
day as happy for everyone as it had started 
out to be. Just because a person does not 
get some special gift is no reason to spoil 
the day for everyone. He knew that Coralee 

(Please turn to page 27) 
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By Georgia Tucker Smith 


Copyright 1958 by Georgia Tucker Smith 


I'M TIRED of living in this hole. I know it’s cold outside, 
But I have waited long enough; I’m hungry,” Squeaky cried. 
“Wait, and I'll go with you when the cat is not around,” 

Said Peeky, “but she’s in this barn. I heard a purring sound.” 
“I will not wait,” said Squeaky. “I’m going right away; 

I'm going to Chippy Chipmunk’s house and sit and eat all day. 

I think the cat has gone now.” He listened—not a purr. 
“Anyway, she can’t catch me; I’m much too-quick for her.” 
“You shouldn’t eat at Chippy’s house,” said Peeky. “It’s not fair. 
He worked real hard to store that food; he hasn’t much to spare. 
It's what you earn yourself,” he said, “that you enjoy the most, 
Whether it’s a grain of wheat, a piece of cheese, or t 

If you'll be patient, Squeaky, I will gladly go with fou; 

I don’t want to meet that cat, but Iam hungry, too. | 


But Squeaky didn’t listen to his brother's good advice. 
He put his little nose outside and shivered once or twice; 
And since he didn’t see the cat before him or behind, 

He hurried to the farmhouse first, to see what he could find. 
He saw a large milk bottle standing by the kitchen door; 
But though he sniffed and looked, he found just that and nothing more. 
“Well, I'll go on to Chippy’s house,” he thought. Then—SWISH-KER-ZING— 
The cat was almost on him with a quick, surprising spring. 

She knocked the bottle over, and poor Squeaky, trying to hide, 

Saw the bottle mouth and—ZIP—he jumped WHIZZ-ZIZZ inside. 
He looked into the cat’s green eyes; his heart went thumpy-bump. 
The cat’s paws turned the bottle; Squeaky squeaked with every jump. 
Then, suddenly, he realized that though the glass was thin 

And though he wouldn’t dare jump out, the cat could not get in. 
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She poked her nose in, then her paws; she miaowed with every poke. 
Squeaky’s hair stood right on end. What if the bottle broke! 

But finally, the cat grew tired; and after one more bound, 
Watching Squeaky greedily, she stretched out on the ground. 
“Looks like she plans to stay right here and watch me all day long,” 
Thought frightened Squeaky. ‘“Deary me, I hope that I am wrong. 
When it comes to patience, cats must have an awful lot. 

But if I'd been more patient, I would not be in this spot. 

She'll grow cold there on the ground; snow has begun to fall; 

But here inside this bottle, well, it isn’t bad at all.” 

Soon the cat jumped up and stood beside the kitchen door; 

She shivered and she quivered; she miaowed and then miaowed some more. 
The door was finally opened, and inside she went—ker-zipp. 

And Squeaky, weak but thankful, after many a slide and slip, 

Crept outside the bottle, glad it still was overturned 

And still thinking of the lesson he so recently had learned. 

He forgot that he was hungry, and straight to his hole he hurried. 

Peeky met him at the door. “I saw you; I was worried 

Till you tired that old cat out. It was a sight to see. 

But while you held the interest of that cat so patiently, 

It was safe for me to go and look for food,” he said. 

“So just as soon as I was sure the horses had been fed, 

I found beneath their feedbox all the good food they had wasted; 

And better corn and wheat and oats, well, you have never tasted. 

There’s enough to last a week and maybe even more; 

We don’t need to eat the food that others worked to store. 

And now, I think it would be wise, before you get much thinner, 

To hurry to the feedbox for a tasty, well-earned dinner.” 
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Today is a new day. Today I make a 
new start. ® If I failed to do my best 
yesterday, God forgives me and helps 
me today to begin all over again. 


I wait for God’s guidance. Then, in 
faith, I act. ® Whenever I have a de- 
cision to make, I ask God to guide me, 
and I listen for His answer. 


I keep my thoughts on God and His 
good. ® | keep happy by filling my 
mind with thoughts of God's goodness 
in the world and in the people around 
me. 


I thank You, God, for my good memory. 
Whatever I learn is stored safely in 
my mind, and I can remember it when- 
ever | need it. 


“The Spirit of the living Christ 

Is so alive in me 

That in my every word and deed 
His presence all may see.” 


I look forward to the joy of Christmas. 
I know that the love of my family and 


friends means more to me than their 
gifts. 


I see all persons as children of God. 
I show kindness and love toward all, 
remembering that all are my brothers 
and sisters. 


Father, I will make the most of today, ~ 
for it is Your gift to me. ® | will let You 7 
show me how best to use the seconds, | 
minutes, and hours. 


I am important to God, for He works 
through me. ® With His help, I can do 
all my chores and duties easily and 
pleasantly. 


Father, help me to make the right 
choice in every Christmas gift I give. 
Help me to use my money and my time 
wisely so that I may make those whom 
I love happy. 


God’s love makes my life happy and 
joyful. # I let His love shine through me 
to reach everyone around and about 
me. 


I am patient. ® Because God is under- 
standing and patient when I make mis- 
takes, I am patient, too—with myself 
and with others. 


I take time to thank God for His many 
gifts. ® I thank Him for love, for faith, 
for life—and for His greatest gift, Jesus 
Christ. 


Thank You, God, for Jesus Christ, whose 
birth gave us Christmas Dayl = My 
heart is full of happiness, and I love 
and bless all people everywhere. 


God is here. ® It makes no difference 
where I am or what I am doing, God is 
with me, for God is everywhere. There 
is nothing to fear, for God is here. 
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God always hears us when we pray. 
If I have a problem or see someone in 
need, I pray. I know that God will al- 


ways answer our prayers. 


My faith in God makes me sure that all 
things work together for my good. ® | 
have faith in God’s power to make all 
things right in my life and in the world. 


“Open my eyes that I may see.” ® [ ask 
God today to show me how to use my 
eyes to see only that which is good and 
true. 


God is all, and God is good. ® God's 
power is the only power that rules my 
life. With His help, I can do all that I 
am asked to do. 


I have no fear of storms because I trust 
God to protect and care for me. ® If 
weather conditions make me change 
my plans, I do it joyously. 


God loves me; God needs me. ® There 
are things that I can do to show my 
love for God and others right where I 
am, for He works through me in all I 
do and say. 


Today I count my many blessings. ® | 
am thankful for the friendships and 
love that make this holiday season 
bright and happy. 


I work for God, and He rewards me. 
Whatever I am given to do, I do it the 
best I can, and God's wisdom and 
strength make my work easy. 


I am whole and strong because God 
made me. ® | keep well in mind and 
body by thinking of myself as being 
whole and strong. 


Let there be peace on earth and let it 
begin with me. ® Show me, Father, 
how my thoughts, words, and deeds 
can help to bring peace to all. 


God is with me; I am never alone. ® No 
matter what happens, with His help, 
I face everything bravely and cheer- 
fully. 


God's good is all about me. ® | trust 
Him to give me all that I need, and 
my life is rich and happy. 


I am thankful for the healing spirit of 
God that works in me and in all people 
to keep us well and happy. ® | work 
with God by eating, playing, and rest- 
ing wisely. 


God's protecting presence is always 
with me. ® Wherever I go, whatever 
I do, God is with me. I am always safe 
in His care. 


I trust God. ® I know there is a right 
answer for every problem, and I have 
faith that God will give me the right 
answers to my problems. 


I let go and let God. ® I let go of any- 
thing that is troubling me, and I turn 
to God and let Him make all things 
right. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

We Boosters know that the very best way 
to celebrate Jesus’ birthday is to do the things 
He asks us to do, not only on His birthday 
but on every day of the year. We make our 
birthday gift to Him by giving gifts to 
others, and we know that the best gift we 
can give to our family and our friends is the 
gift of our love. 

Each one of us can make this Christmas 
time a special time of giving by giving our 
prayers and blessings to all persons. As we 
remember that the Christ is in every person, 
we can silently say, “God bless you,” to 
everyone; and we will radiate a spirit of 


peace and love and happiness. 

We help to make Christmas a happy time 
by letting God’s love, joy, and peace shine in 
our heart and through us to bless the world. 

If you would like to be a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and make your- 
self and others happy by giving loving 
thoughts, kind and understanding words, 
and helpful and loving actions to everyone 
—not only during this happy Christmas 
season but every day—write to Barbara Ben- 
son, WEE WIsDoM, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, 
and ask for an application blank. 

God bless you! 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary 


Dear Barbara: \ very much like the idea of 


the Were Wispom’s Good Words Booster 
Club. When I got your letter about the club, 
I wanted to join right there and then. I 
told my friend about it, and he wants to 
join, too. Please send our membership cards 
We are trying very hard to keep all the rules 
of the club. 

Last week when our teacher was marking 
our papers, the boy sitting behind me only 
got twenty-seven in mathematics. I decided 
to help him. I prayed for him that night, 
and the next day he got only one wrong. 

—RICHARD (Canada) 


= We are happy to have you boys as mem- 
bers of the Good Words Booster Club, and 
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we know you will both be very happy as you 
remember to think and say and do only that 
which is loving, joyous, happy, truthful, 
kind, cheerful, encouraging, and helpful. 
We are glad to know that you have al- 
ready found that prayer is the surest and 
quickest way to help others, Richard. When 
we have faith in God, all things are possible. 


Dear Barbara: 1 have been trying to do my 
best in the Good Words Booster Club. | 
think all boys and girls should join it. It 
helps in everything I do. I believe in the 
motto: “Love never faileth.” —BENNY 


= All of us are eager to follow Jesus’ teach- 
ings in the very best way that we can, and 
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our club motto, “Love never faileth,” comes 
from the teachings of Jesus (I Corinthians 
13:8). 

Each one of us can prove that “Love never 
faileth” by letting God’s love shine through 
us in our loving thoughts, loving words, and 
loving actions. 


Dear Secretary: Thanks very much for your 
letter welcoming us as new members of the 
Good Words Booster Club. We were happy 
to receive your card with the pledge on it, 
and we are now enjoying the Booster pledge 
and trying to keep all of the rules. 
—VALERIE and LORICE REID (British West 
Indies) 


=» We know you will be a blessing to your 
family, your friends, and all whom you meet 
when you remember to show your love for 
God and for your fellow man by being cheer- 
ful, loving, helpful, and kind in all that you 
think and say and do. 


Dear Barbara: 1 am learning the club motto, 
rules, and pledge and The Prayer of Faith. 
I like the club very much. —MIKE 


= As you remember to follow the club 
pledge in all that you think and say and do, 
Mike, you will be happy; and you will radi- 
ate peace and joy to everyone you meet, not 
only at this happy season but throughout the 
year. 


THE 


Dear Miss Benson: Each day I try to smile 
at my classmates and to be cheerful and joy- 
ous. Each night I ask God to help me to be 
that way. 

I am happy to receive my membership 
card. —MARY 


= You are making yourself and many others 
very happy, Mary, for just as a pebble that 
is dropped into water makes ripples that 
spread out farther and farther, so a smile 
Spreads from person to person. One happy 
smile causes a chain of happy smiles, spread- 
ing a spirit of love and joy and peace to 
many, many people. 


PEN PALS 


If you are under 13 years of age and 
would like to have pen friends and will an- 
swer, at least with a post card, every letter 
that you receive, we shall be happy to send 
you a list of readers who are just your age 
and who would like to have pen friends. 
Also, we will put your name on a list to be 
sent to other readers who write to us. 

If you cannot honestly promise to answer 
every letter you receive, please do not ask 
for pen pals. Remember that no one likes to 
be disappointed. 

Send your name, age, and address to 
Barbara Benson, WEE WispoM, Lee’s Sum- 
mit, Missouri. 


PRAYER OF FAITH 


God is my help in every 
need; 


God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 
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(Adapted ) 


I now am wise, I now am 


true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 
All el I am, can do, and 


Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 


26 Wee Wisdom 


| 
\ 
pat 
| SSeS SF] 


Cicero Plays Santa Claus 
(Continued from page 19) 


would not want that to happen. 

He put a hand on her arm. “You get the 
first ride on my sled, Coralee. We'll take her 
out on the hill as soon as the snow is right.” 

“Thanks, Red,” she said. “We'll have 
fun.” 

He wandered back to his sled. It drew him 
like a magnet, but a twinge of unhappiness 
kept bothering him. Coralee had wanted a 
basketball as much as he had wanted the 
sled. 

His mother came to him again. “Do you 
know what’s bothering Coralee?” she asked. 
“She says she’s all right, but I know some- 
thing’s wrong.” 

“T don’t know, Mom,” he answered slow- 
ly, “but maybe she’s disappointed because 
she didn’t get her basketball; but she 
wouldn’t say so. She got a lot of other nice 
things, and she’s too good a sport to com- 
plain.” 

His mother looked surprised. “She didn’t 
get her basketball ?” she asked. 

“No,” said Red, “‘she didn’t.” 

“Dear me!” said his mother. “Your fa- 
ther was to buy it and write on the ball it- 
self with red chalk, ‘Merry Christmas, Cora- 
lee!’ I’m sure he didn’t forget it. I'll check 
with him. You do a little detective work 
down here.” 

Red began a hunt through the lower 
rooms. He wanted to find the ball in a hurry, 
for every minute spent hunting was a sad 
one for Coralee, no matter how gay she pre- 
tended to be. When he reached the kitchen, 
he felt uneasy. His mother was upstairs. He 
could hear her moving about. That must 
mean that his father had bought the ball, 
all right; but there were not many more 
places to look for it. Of course, they could 
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tell Coralee that sooner or later she would 
get her ball, but that would not be like put- 
ting it in her hands and seeing her face light 
up on Christmas Day. 

He noticed that he had left the door to the 
basement open when he came up from check- 
ing the furnace. He was about to close it 
when he heard a strange tinkling sound in 
the basement. “Cicero must be down there,” 
he thought. “It must be the bells on his 
collar tinkling.” They jingled madly and 
stopped. They tinkled again and stopped. 
Red snapped on the basement light and saw 
the cat at the bottom of the stairs. With him 
was Coralee’s basketball! 

“Cicero!” he called. The big cat looked 
up, crouched, and dodged under the steps. 

Red ran down and caught up the ball. He 
started up again, calling, ‘“Coralee! Merry 
Christmas, Coralee!” 

She could not have known what his joyous 
outburst meant, but she appeared at the 
head of the stairs with all the others behind 
her. 

He tossed the ball to her. 

“Cicero’s a champion ball roller, a nui- 
sance, and a Santa Claus all in one,” he 
chuckled. “He must have found the ball 
while the rest of us were too busy to notice 
and pushed it and pounced on it till he got 
it to the kitchen and down the stairs.” 

Coralee’s face was radiant as she clasped 
the ball in her arms. 

“How did he get the door open so it could 
roll down there?” she asked. 

Red laughed guiltily. “I guess I got care- 
less and left it open when I put water in the 
furnace. I just about ruined Christmas for 
you, Coralee.” 

She shook her head and smiled. “Nothing 
could ruin Christmas, Red. It’s the most 
wonderful time of the year, with or without 
a basketball.” 
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The Littlest Christmas Reindeer 


BY BONNIE LARSON (12 years) 
St. James, Minn. 


One snowy Christmas Eve ’twas said 

Word of a new-born King was spread, 

Traveling widely, far and near, 

Till it reached a herd of reindeer 

High on a mountain, graceful but wild. 

The littlest of them said, “Let’s go see this 
Child!” 

“Don’t be silly; it’s too far!” he was told. 

“And besides, we've no gift of silver or 
gold.” 

The little reindeer listened not; of course 
he'd go 

If he had to travel through sand and snow. 

The very next day in the early morn, 

He was on his way to see the newly born. 

And in the valley where the cold winds 
whir, 

He got caught on a thorn and tore his fur. 

Still, in the desert to see the Babe, he de- 
sired. 

On he traveled, growing weary and tired. 

A long time passed, but with everyone's 
pity, 

He arrived one day in the Holy City. 

He went up to the place where the Babe was 
to be, 

But only some shepherds and sheep could 
he see. 
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He asked of a shepherd, “May I see the 
King? 

I’ve no gift, for I had none to bring.” 

“My, I’m afraid you're a little late.” 

Said another, “You're quite out of date, 

For it’s been years since our King in there 
was laid. 

And, I see, quite a trip to see Him you've 
made.” 

Because the littlest reindeer came such a 
long, long way, 

His reward was on earth ever to stay. 

You can see him still, lovely and gay, 

On pictures and greetings each Christmas 
Day. 


Christmas 


BY HARVEY E. JONES (8 years) 
Loxley, Ala. 


I love Christmas; it’s very dear. 

I'll be glad when it gets here. 

I'll get lots of pretty toys, 

And I'll share them with the other boys. 


Santa Claus 


BY ALICE SUE LOFTING (7 years) 
St. Clair, Mo. 


Santa Claus will be here soon, 

And so I sing a merry tune; 

You know why! He will bring toys 
To all good girls and boys. 
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The First Christmas 


BY DAVID F. KENNISON (12 years) 
Litchfield, Conn. 


In Bethlehem in days of yore, 
Christ our King was born 

Of Mary and of lowly birth, 
That quiet Christmas morn. 


While shepherds watched their flocks by 
night, 
They heard the angels sing 
And bring glad tidings of the birth 
Of Christ, our heavenly King. 


To Bethlehem, they went straightway 
To see the new-born King, 
To worship Him and give Him praise, 


And humble gifts to bring. 


Then in the East, three Wise Men saw 
A bright and glorious star; 

While bearing gifts, they followed it 
To Bethlehem afar. 


The Wise Men came to praise the King 
With frankincense, myrrh, and gold. 
Forever may the story of 
The Christ child’s birth be told. 


Christmas Stars 


BY BECKY WILLIAMS (11 years) 
Warsaw, Ill. 


Twinkle, twinkle, little star; 
You are not so very far. 

You are on my Christmas tree, - 
Twinkling, blinking, just for me. 


First you're red; then you're green; 
And then you are so blue. 

Twinkle, twinkle, little star; 

Oh, how I love you. 
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A Winter Day 


BY HARRIOTTE HALE COOK (11 years) 
Valdosta, Ga. 


One morning, cool and crisp, we went down 
to the barn 

To hear old farmer Chris spin us a yarn. 

His stories, wondrous, of winters old, 

When blizzards raged and nights were cold, 

Intrigued us for hours on end. 

Mother called us to supper, and 

As we ate our milk and bread, 

We pondered the stories in our head. 


Mrs. Prickly Porcupine 
BY KATHY BRANDON (8 years) 
Midland, Ont., Canada 


Mrs. Prickly Porcupine 
Sat up in a tree. 
She curled herself into a ball 
And then jumped down near me. 


Little Baby Porcupine, 
Hidden in the tree, 

Your mother’s quills so long and sharp 
Will keep away the enemy. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and _ Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give _ 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 

ear. 
e regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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: A CHRISTMAS 
MESSAGE a 
: BY LUCY HAMILTON 
R 
: r ILL in the squares under I 
’ each picture with the name 
: of the object. Then put w 
: the letters in the squares ne 
. below, matching the num- ar 
bers, and you can read the al 
Christmas message. be 
fe 
| B 
916 /o| Wi m 
HAPPY HOLIDAY And the middle of CAN; a 
4 BY LUCY HAMILTON The final letter’s | a 
| The first of SPAN. f ° 
7 The middle of ICE, co 
4 On which we skate; WHAT IS THIS? : 
BY BOBBIE E. HAGERMAN 
: (Or you'll be late) ; fc 
: The last of CHEER; I am much needed in summer, th 
7 The center of WIN; But not easily found; ar 
The first of SILVER; Unwanted in winter, of 
The first of TIN: I'm all over the ground. |} 6UCR 
The beginning of MAY; What am I? _ 
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Rosella and the Three Bears 


(Continued from page 10) 


Rosella might be a very interesting person,” 
Mother said. 

“O.K., Mom. I will forget about her being 
different and see if Rosella and I can be 
best friends,” I promised. 

But even at the moment I made this prom- 
ise, I did not feel friendly toward Rosella. 
Even if she had been my twin sister, I don’t 
think I could have liked her. Then I asked 
a question that revealed what was on my 
mind. 

“Why do people make such a fuss about 
Rosella’s voice?” 

Then I guess my mother understood why 
I was unhappy. 

“Sue,” she said, “this is something you 
will have to change about yourself. You will 
never be happy if you are jealous of others 
and begrudge them their talents. There will 
always be others who can do some things 
better than you can, whether it is singing or 
playing ball.” 

I knew she was right. It was wrong to 
feel the way I felt about a perfectly nice girl. 
But how could I change my feelings? My 
mother had a suggestion. 

“Let’s have a party for the Three Bears 
and invite Rosella. The purpose of the party 
will be to work up some arrangements of 
songs that are fun to sing. Maybe the four 
of you could organize a quartet. I'll serve 
cookies decorated with treble clefs.” 

I have a very average mother! 

Our party was a loud success. My mother 
found some music for us, and we discovered 
that we could sing very well together. We 
are now polishing up our style on a group 
of folk songs from different countries. 
Rosella is teaching us the Spanish for one of 
them. Did you know that the Spanish “g” 
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sometimes has the sound of our “h”? We 
will probably get invitations from all over 
the country to sing. Then we will have to 
expand our reper-repertoite—you know, our 
list of songs that we can sing in public. 

We changed the name of the club to the 
Four Bears, but nowadays we hardly ever 
find time to growl. 


Midnight Christmas 


(Continued from page 6) 


five minutes to midnight. It would not be 
long now. 

Rudi had not told any of the boys about 
what Grandfather Lichter had said. He had 
tried to tell them some of the other things 
Grandfather had told him, and they had 
laughed. They said that was all old people 
did—just talk about what happened years 
ago and miles away, and most of it not even 
true! How could they talk that way? Rudi 
had always been taught to respect people 
older than himself. Even if he had not been 
taught, he would have respected and loved 
Grandfather Lichter because he was a won- 
derful person. 

Why couldn’t he make the boys under- 
stand that? Perhaps they would if they 
knew Grandfather Lichter better. Maybe he 
could speak at assembly or Suddenly, 
Rudi sat up straight. His watch was start- 
ing to chime! He had been thinking so hard 
he had almost missed the magic moment! 
His heart pounded as he counted up to the 
twelfth chime. Now—now it would happen! 

Rudi looked down into Shep’s brown eyes. 
“Hello, Shep,” he said softly, expectantly. 
But the dog did not answer! He looked as 
though he might for a moment, but he did 
not! Rudi jumped up and ran to Blaze’s 
stall. ‘‘Blaze!” he cried, “‘you'll talk to me, 
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won't you? You can now!” But the little 
sorrel cow pony only turned its wise head to 
look at him. 

Still, Rudi could not give up. He hurried 
down the wide center aisle of the barn, be- 
tween the two rows of stalls, calling each 
of the milk cows by name. Shep trotted anx- 
iously at his heels, his brow furrowed with 
the effort of trying to understand his master’s 
strange behavior. Rudi even called to the 
lanky, gray barn cat, Shadow, but he only 
sprang to his favorite perch on Blaze’s stall 
partition and began to wash his face. 

Rudi turned back to Shep again. “Oh, 
Shep,” he begged, “please talk! Please let 
it be true!” 

Shep knew his master desperately wanted 
him to do something, but what? He whim- 
pered with bewilderment and then burst into 
a torrent of barking. 

Rudi knew then. Shep could not talk, and 
neither could any animal in the barn! Grand- 
father Lichter had lied to him! Maybe all 
the other things Grandfather had told him 
were lies, too. Maybe the boys were right. 
Rudi threw himself down in the strawstack 
and buried his face in his sleeve to hide the 
tears. He was conscious of Shep, pawing his 
leg and whining, and then someone grasped 
his shoulder with a big, hard hand. 

Rudi sat up hurriedly, dashing the tears 
from his eyes with one hand. It was Pete, 
the hired man who had been with them so 
long that he was like family. He had his 
overalls on over his pajamas, and his leathery 
face looked concerned. 

“Something wrong?” he asked. “I heard 
the dog barking. How come you're down 
here at this hour?” 

“It's—it’s nothing,” Rudi gulped. “I'll go 
to the house now.” 

“Tell me,” Pete said, sitting down beside 
Rudi. “Helps to tell things.” 
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Suddenly, the whole story was pouring 
out—what Grandfather Lichter had said and 
what had happened in the chilly, silent barn. 

“And they couldn't, Pete,” Rudi finished. 
“Not one of them could say a word. It isn’t 
that so much, though I did want to hear 
them talk, but how could Grandfather lie 
to me about it?” 

Pete thought for a moment, and then his 
face crinkled into a grin. ‘Look here, Rudi,” 
he said, “why is Shep looking at you like 
that?” 

Rudi met the collie’s brown eyes and 
spoke uncertainly, “Well, I—I guess he 
knows something’s wrong and wants to do 
something; but he doesn’t know what to do.” 

“That's right. And why does Blaze keep 
twisting around in his stall like that?” 

This was harder, but Rudi had the answer. 
“He must be wondering if I’m going for a 
tide at this time of night; he keeps nosing 
his stall door as if he thought I'd open it.” 

“And the cows?” 

Rudi was beginning to understand. ‘They 
just wish we'd put out the light and let 
them chew their cuds in peace.” 

“One more,” Pete said. “How about 
Shadow ?” 

“Why—why he’s just been down to his 
milk pan, and he can’t be bothered until he 
has his whiskers clean again.” 

Rudi’s dark eyes looked straight into 
Pete’s blue ones. “I see what you're driving 
at,” he said. “You mean they are talking, 
and I guess you're right. But they can talk 
that way any time. Why did Grandfather 
say they could speak at midnight on Christ- 
mas Eve?” 

Pete cocked one eyebrow. “Did you ever 
hear what they were saying the way you did 
just now?” he asked. 

“No,” Rudi said, still puzzled, “but I 
never tried so hard before.” 
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“That’s the thing. The change that’s sup- 
posed to come isn’t in the animals; it’s in 
you—in your heart. Animals can always 
speak to us, but we can’t always understand. 
It takes a lot of believing and a lot of trying 
and a lot of loving. And when we're full of 
Christmas spirit, it’s a lot easier for us to 
believe and to try to love. That’s why the 
legend grew up in the first place.” 

“You mean it’s not that the animals begin 
to talk; it’s that we begin to understand!” 

“That's it in a nutshell. And, Rudi, you've 
got something better now than just hearing 
Shep spit out a word or two. You can talk 
to animals from now on. You've learned the 
secret for whenever you really want to use 
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“It really is better,” Rudi breathed, his 
eyes shining. “That must be what Grand- 
father wanted me to find out—and I 
wouldn’t have if it hadn’t been for you, 
Pete.” 

“Sure, you'd have figured it out, but you’d 
better go along now. It’s cold out here.” 

“I will, Pete, and thanks.” 

Pete whacked him in the back in answer 
and turned to go back to bed. Rudi got in 
the house without waking anyone; and 
though he thought he would never be able to 
get to sleep, the next thing he knew the surr 
was shining through the frost pictures on the 
window. 

Hurriedly, Rudi threw on his clothes and 


(Turn to inside back cover) 
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AN ATTRACTIVE GIFT 


BY ANNA THOMPSON 


H ERE is an attractive gift you will enjoy 
making. It costs very little, but will be a 
real thrill to the one who receives it. 

Watch for an odd-shaped bottle such as 
those containing waffle sirup or salad dress- 
ing. Wash it in warm suds until the labels 
come off, rinse thoroughly, and dry. 

From used Christmas cards, cut pretty 
pictures the same size as the labels you 
washed off the bottle; then paste the pictures 
in the spaces where the labels were pasted. 

Fill the bottle with small Christmas can- 
dies and tie a bow of ribbon around the 
neck. This attractive bottle makes a nice 
gift for anyone. 

For other occasions, you may fill the bottle 
with other kinds of candy, nut meats, small 
mints, or even bath salts. Use pictures that 
carry out the idea of your gift, whether it be 
for Christmas, Valentine's Day, Mother’s 
Day, Father’s Day, a birthday, or just a time 
when you want to be nice to someone. 

You will be surprised and happy when 
you see how attractive these gifts are. 
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PERSONALIZED PAPERWEIGHT 
BY ERMA McBRIDE WEST 


Ww not make an unusual Christmas gift 
for Daddy that he will love—one that only 
you can give him, a paperweight with your 
picture in it? You will need a glass caster 
cup like those used under the legs of furni- 
ture, 3 inches in diameter; a snapshot of 
yourself; a circle of felt or corduroy, 3 inches 
in diameter; and some good household glue. 

First, cut the picture into a circle 214 
inches in diameter. Spread glue evenly, but 
thinly, on the picture, being careful not to 
get glue on the face; place the picture face 


up in the center of the caster bottom so it 
looks up at you from the top side. Spread 
glue on the felt, especially around the out- 
side edges. Place felt firmly against picture 
and caster bottom. Hold tightly for a mo- 
ment. Turn upright and lay a heavy weight 
on it. Let stand several hours. 

Now, Daddy will have a useful paper- 
weight for his desk. Each time he sees it, 
he will remember who gave it to him. 
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SALT-PASTE ORNAMENTS 


BY HENRIETTA BOYD 


Evevonn in your family will enjoy mak- 
ing these salt-paste Christmas ornaments. 
Just mix 3 cups of table salt, 114 cups of 
cornstarch, and 214 cups of cold water to- 
gether in a pan. Cook, stirring all the time, 
until the mixture is so stiff you can no longer 
stir. To give variety to your decorations, di- 
vide the dough in several batches and add a 
few drops of vegetable coloring to each 
batch while it is still hot, using a different 
color for each batch. 

When the: mixture is cool, knead each 
batch with your hands and roll out on waxed 
paper until it is about one-eighth inch thick. 
Cut out your ornaments with cooky cutters, 
or make cardboard patterns and cut around 
them with a knife. 


Cover your ornaments with glue or white 
shellac before they harden. Then add se- 
quins, glitter, or tiny beads for decorations. 
Punch a hole in the top of each ornament 
while it is still soft to run a cord through 
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SANTA CLAUS 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


<< TWo pieces of red Christmas rope, 
one six inches and one nine inches long. If 
the ends ravel easily, put a drop of glue on 
the threads at each end and let it dry. 

Fold the long piece in half for the legs. 
Lay the other piece across the top for arms. 
Tie the two together with a piece of red 
string about nine inches long; let the ends 
of the string hang. 

Use a Santa Claus seal for the head. Cut 
out a piece of white paper the same size. 
Put the head in place and glue the two 
pieces together with the string between them 
and sticking out of the top of the head. 
Color the back of the head. Tie a knot in 
the ends of the string so that you can hang 
your Santa Claus on the Christmas tree. 

Make the belt and feet of black paper; 
the mittens and belt buckle of white. 


for hanging it on the tree or on that special 
package you want to decorate. 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


CANDIED ORANGE PEEL 


Wou you like to make candied orange 
peel to serve your guests who drop by for 
a visit at Christmas time? It is easy to make. 


The next time Mother uses oranges for 
salads or desserts, ask her if you may have 
the peel of three large oranges. Then, sur- 
prise her by making candy out of the orange 
peel. 


Put the peel in a large pan. Cover with 
salt and water (1/ tsp. salt in 2 cups water). 
Weight the peel down with a plate and let 
stand overnight. Next day, drain and wash 
the peel thoroughly. Then cover it with 
cold water and heat to the boiling point. 
Do this once each day for three days, drain- 
ing off water each time and starting with 
fresh water. 


After the third time, let the peel cool. 
Then cut it in 14-inch strips with scissors. 
Measure 3 cups of the peel into a pan. Add 
1 cup of sugar and just enough hot water to 
cover. Stir to dissolve sugar. Cook slowly 
until peel is translucent (until you can be- 
gin to see through it). Drain. Put about 
Y4 cup of sugar on a piece of waxed paper 
and roll the strips of peel in it. Dry the 
strips on a wire cake rack. Now, your can- 
died orange peel is ready to serve. 
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Mystery at Weston’s Ledge 


(Continued from page 16) 


door. Mr. Weston answered it and ushered 
in Oliver. Fran introduced him to her par- 
ents and to the state troopers. His eyes were 
big in his thin face, and he was soaking wet, 
for it was still raining. Mrs. Weston insisted 
on his putting on a dry robe while his 
clothes dried and tucking away a good break- 


fast while he told them what he had come 


to say. He had not known that Mr. and Mrs. 
Weston and the state troopers were there, 
and he stumbled a little in his shyness, but he 
had come to tell Fran the rattlesnake idea 
had really worked. 

“Toni and Nick came home in a terrible 
state,” he said. “Now thev’ve gone off to 
buy some revolvers!” 

“You think they are still planning to re- 
turn to the ledge?” one of the troopers, Joe 
Wiggin, asked him. 

“Yes, sir. I didn’t think they'd go up there 
last night, it rained so, but they did. I guess 
they went to get the dynamite, ‘cause they 
had it hid somewhere up there and didn’t 
want it to get wet.” 

“You mean they brought it back to the 
trailer?” the other trooper, Hank Gately, 
asked quickly. When Oliver said they had, 
the two troopers looked at each other and 
got to their feet. 

“We've got a warrant to search the 
trailer,” Joe said. “Maybe now would be as 
good a time as any. We'll take a look at 
those bags of roots while we’re there, too. 
We've got a pretty good idea what they are.” 

Hank placed his hand on Oliver's shoul- 
der. “I’m glad you're on the side of the law,” 
he said simply. “You've been a lot of help 
to us.” 

Oliver's face lighted. “I aim to be,” he 
said shyly. “I like cops—I mean troopers.” 
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The two men went out quickly. Joe just 
winked at Oliver when he timidly mentioned 
the trailer might be locked. 

“No school today,” Oliver said. “I'll go up 
and get that snake off the ledge. If Toni and 
Nick go up to shoot it and find out it’s a 
fake, they'll suspect that I had something 
to do with it.” 

“Uncle Jeff would be unhappy if anything 
happened to that critter,” Mrs. Weston said. 
She insisted on fitting Oliver out with a 
raincoat, which had belonged to Fran’s 
brother, Rich. It was considerably too big 
for Oliver, but it was more protection than 
the thin clothes he was wearing, and he 
thanked her, his blue eyes grateful. Fran’s 
mother watched him as he stalked off 
through the rain. 

“I like that boy,” she said. 

Fran beamed. “So do I,” she answered. 
“If he had half a chance, he’d amount to a 
whole lot.” 

“Yes,” her mother said, and she looked 
thoughtful. “There’s good stuff in him— 
that’s plain.” 

They had expected Oliver back, having in- 
vited him to stay with them all day, but the 
morning passed, and he did not return. 
Heavy fog had rolled in, and it was impos- 
sible to see as far as the ledge, or even as 
far as Uncle Jeff's house. 

The troopers returned. They had found the 
dynamite and taken it, so that menace was 
removed. Joe handed Mr. Weston a printed 
circular. ‘““We found this in the trailer,” he 
said. “Maybe it will explain what the roots 
were that those two were gathering on your 
land.” 

It was a government-issued bulletin, and 
when Mr. Weston took one look at it, he 
said, “Ginseng! I might have guessed. I 
knew the woods around here were full of it, 
but I didn’t know it had much market value 
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these days like it did in olden times.” 

“What's ginseng, Daddy?” Fran asked. 

“It’s a plant that is used for medicine— 
the root, that is. It is used mostly by Chinese 
and Koreans.” 

“That man named Toni was in Korea. He 
was in the war. Oliver told me,” Fran said. 

““Ah—that makes sense,” Hank said. “He 
probably learned there that there’s a come- 
back in the market for ginseng root.” 

Mr. Weston was reading the fine print on 
the circular. “I should say so,” he said ex- 
citedly. “It says here the market has made a 
recovery and ginseng root sells for as high as 
eighteen dollars a pound.” 

“You've just made yourself some money 
then,” Joe said dryly. “Hank and I took two 
full bags we found in the trailer. The way 
they felt when I lugged one out, it must 
have weighed at least twenty-five pounds— 
and it was taken from your property without 
your say-so.” 

“Jeepers!” Mr. Weston rubbed his head 
gleefully. 

“Well, come on, Hank,” Joe said. “We've 
got to go and watch for those birds to come 
back. We've got a warrant for their arrest. 
There might be fireworks when they find 
we've lifted their dynamite and their gin- 
seng.” 

“So that’s why they stayed on here after 
all the other pickers got through,” Mr. 
Weston mused. “I should have investigated 
them long ago. They'll move out fast enough 


now. 


“I hope they don’t take Oliver with them,” 
Fran said anxiously. ‘““Why hasn’t he come 
back, I wonder.” She looked out the window 
and saw that the fog was lifting. She hoped 
he would come, but he did not. Just as they 
were sitting down to lunch, they heard the 
sound of a car from the direction of the 
woods. 
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A snow man with 

Ain evergreen tree 
Saus, Merry Christmas, 

To you from me. 


They all jumped from their chairs and ran 
to the window, just in time to see the 
Chicolas’ old car, with the trailer swaying 
from side to side, come racketing down the 
lane. Behind them raced the police car with 
Joe and Hank in it. They were out of sight 
in another minute, swallowed up in the rain 
and mist. 

“Oh, I’m afraid they've got Oliver with 
them!” Fran cried. “He might be in the 
trailer. They're running away, aren’t they, 
Daddy?” 

“Looks that way,” Mr. Weston agreed 
soberly. ‘“But they won’t get far with those 
troopers on their heels.” 

“Oh, I hope they catch them. Poor Oli- 
ver!” 

Fran was all but wringing her hands, and 
her mother said soothingly, “Now, don’t 
get all upset. We don’t know Oliver is with 
them, and I, for one, don’t believe he is.” 

“Where would he be then?” Fran asked. 
“He was coming back here.” 

“He might be hiding from them,” her 
father suggested. 

“Oh, I hope he is,” Fran said. 

The afternoon dragged along, and the sun 
came out. They all stayed near the radio, 
hoping to get news. Sure enough, it came in 
that Toni and Nick had run into a road- 
block at the state line and had finally sur- 
rendered. 

When she learned the two men had been 
captured, Fran set out in earnest to find 
Oliver. No mention had been made of a 
boy’s being with Nick and Toni. She took 
Lady with her and roamed her father’s fields, 
calling Oliver’s name over and over. The 
ledge threw back a lonesome echo, but there 
was no other answer. As they approached 
Uncle Jeff's house, Lady suddenly stopped 
and looked up at Fran, whining. Fran’s heart 
started to thump. 
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“Where, Lady?” she asked softly. “Show 
me.” Like an arrow from its bow, the dog 
started for the little house. Fran followed 
as fast as she could, puzzled to see Lady by- 
pass the door. When she rounded the corner 
in pursuit, she was just in time to see Lady 
take a flying leap and scramble in through 
the window, which was open, though Fran 
remembered that she had closed it herself. 

Stepping up and looking in, she could 
barely make out something on the floor, un- 
der the window. Lady was nuzzling it and 
whining. Fran had no doubt that they had 
found Oliver, 

It took her only a minute to get the door 
unlocked and to go inside. She knelt on the 
floor beside Oliver, who was tossing rest- 
lessly. His face was fiery red, and his eyes 
were open, but blazing with fever. Prodding 
him gently, she said, “Oliver. It’s me—~ 
Fran.” When she saw that he recognized her, 
she said, “Are you hurt?” 

“Yes,” he said. “My leg—I think it’s 
broken,” 

“Lie still, and I'll go for help,” she told 
him. Leaving Lady on guard, she ran up to 
the house as fast as she could. Arriving 
there all out of breath, she burst into the 
living room, crying, “I’ve found Oliver! I’ve 
found Oliver!” It was not till then she saw 
there was company, “He thinks his leg’s 
broken,” she added in a much smaller voice. 

“Oh!” Mr. Weston got to his feet. “This 


is Mr, Perham, Frances,” he said, “Mr. 


Perham, meet my daughter.” They smiled at 
each other. 

“If you’ve got trouble, Mr. Weston,” Mr. 
Perham said quickly, “I'll just-——” 

“No. Wait a minute. We may need your 
help.” He turned to Fran, “Where did you 
find him?” 

“He’s in Uncle Jeff’s house.” 

“Well, we'd better go right down and 
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Little Boy Jesus 
By Etta Sherman 


Little boy Jesus, 
*T was a happy birthday, 
When the bright star found You 
Asleep on the hay; 
When the angels bent low, 
Their carols to sing. 
When Wise Men sought You, 
Their treasures to bring. 
The animals looked on, 
And shared with You. 
Little boy Jesus, 
We love You, too. 


bring him up here,” Mr. Weston said. Turn- 
ing to his guest, he asked, “Would you mind 
giving us a hand? I'll drive my car down 
across the field.” Mr. Perham was very will- 
ing to assist, and as they drove through the 
muddy fields, laden with blankets, Mr. 
Weston said to Fran, “Mr. Perham is the 
man the Chicolas went to see about the value 
of your piece of quartz. He is much inter- 
ested in it,” 

“Yes, it is an unusually fine piece,” Mr. 
Perham said. “Of course, I had no idea, till 
your father told me, that they had stolen it.” 

Mr. Weston pointed to the ledge, rising 
sheer above the fields and dwarfing the 
small shack they were approaching. ‘That's 
where it comes from,” he said. 

Mr. Perham nodded. “I'd like to look it 
over,” he said. “I think there’s a chance 
you’ve got some very salable stuff there, and 
from what little I can see, it shouldn’t be 
too difficult to bring in the proper machinery 
to excavate it.” 

“Now, there’s the catch,” said Mr. Wes- 
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Isn’t Christmas a wonderful time of year! Editor Jane 
Palmer and the rest of the WEE WISDOM staff bring 
candy and cookies and all kinds of good things to the 
office to share with one another, and they always include 


me in the party, too. 


At Christmas everyone seems to want to share the things 
he enjoys so that others may enjoy them, too. For this 
reason, many boys and girls share WEE WISDOM with 
their friends at Christmas. It makes the perfect Christmas 


gift, and it is priced at only $2 for a year’s subscription. 
When you order for your friends, be sure to help us by marking the order, “Christ- 
mas.” That lets us know the subscription should begin with the Christmas number and 


be announced with a pretty Christmas card. 


Next month we have some very exciting stories scheduled to begin the new year. I 
know you'll enjoy “New Year’s Eve Gypsy,” by Jane Lyon; “Goldie Was a Friend,” an 
exciting horse story by Lawrent Lee; and all the others. 

Be seeing you in the January WEE WISDOM! Until then, a very merry Christmas 


to you from 
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ton, bringing his car to a stop. “That takes 
money, and I haven't got too much.” He 
climbed out of the car, reaching in for the 
blankets they had brought for Oliver. 

“Well,” Mr. Perham said, climbing out 
after him, “we might be able to work out 
some kind of a percentage basis. I'll come 
again when you aren't so busy.” 

He and Fran followed Mr. Weston into 
the house. Together, they lifted Oliver care- 
fully onto one blanket and placed him in the 
back seat of the car, and tucked the other 
blanket about him. 

“I thought no one would ever come,” 
Oliver muttered, and Fran felt quick tears 
spring to her eyes. 
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“Fran,” her father suggested, “you run 
on ahead and ask Mamma to call the doc- 
tor. We'll have to drive slowly to make it 
easier for Oliver.” Fran hurried over the 
squashy ground. As she ran, she was won- 
dering what had happened to Oliver and 
what would become of him now. The 
thought of losing him as a friend depressed 
her. She knew he longed for better things 
and a different way of life than he had had. 
She wished he could stay with them. Living 
so far from town, she had never had a play- 
mate her own age. Surely, he would not have 
to go back and live with those horrible men 
again. But if he did not, where would he go? 

(To be continued) 
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A Gift for a King 


(Continued from page 13) 


in the East and have come to worship Him.” 

But the people seemed puzzled and could 
tell them nothing of a King of the Jews. 
Had their long journey been for nothing, 
Gaspar asked himself wearily. But Melchior, 
who had not yet given up, stopped a man in 
a scarlet robe and asked once more about 
the King of the Jews. 

“That is a question the Roman King 
Herod has put to the chief priests and 
scribes,” the man replied. 

Balthasar’s face lighted up with eagerness. 
“What did they tell him?” 

“That the King of the Jews would come 
out of Bethlehem. Some believe He has.” 

“Then let us be off,” Gaspar urged im- 
patiently. 

But before the Wise Men reached the out- 
skirts of Jerusalem, a messenger summoned 
them to return to Herod’s court. Herod him- 
self questioned them as to when the star 
which they had followed had appeared. 
Then he told them, “Go and search dili- 
gently for the child; and when you have 
found him, bring me word that I, too, may 
come and worship him.” 

Gaspar looked at Herod questioningly. 
That this haughty Roman king wanted to 
worship a babe who would be his rival did 
not seem very likely. Leaving Herod’s 


court, the Wise Men mounted their camels 
and headed for Bethlehem. The prophets 
must be right, Gaspar thought excitedly as 
they neared Bethlehem about nightfall, for 
the star hovered over the little city. 

“We have come to the end of our jour- 
ney,” said Melchior when the star stood still 
above a rock-walled stable. 

Not here, Gaspar said to himself. Surely, 
the Messiah could not have been born in this 
humble place. But he dismounted with the 
others, taking his frankincense with him. 
When they knocked, a black-bearded man 
came to the door and greeted them. 

Inside, Gaspar saw a young woman with 
a calm, gentle manner, bending over a Baby 
around whom there was a strange radiance. 
Surely, this Child would not be like any 
king the earth had ever known, thought 
Gaspar. Reverently, he knelt beside the other 
Magi. Without words, he held out his frank- 
incense. At that moment, he knew the gift 
was not important. Anyone who followed 
the Savior would give himself. Gaspar felt 
a great longing to be as pure as the frankin- 
cense he was offering. 

Like the Magi, we, too, must choose the 
gifts we would offer to God—not only at 
Christmas time but throughout the year. 
What can we give? We can give honesty, 
beauty, love. We can give our hearts. These 
gifts are greater than myrrh, frankincense, 
or gold. 
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CHRISTMAS, fellow collectors! 
Now that merry old Santa Claus is about to 
make his annual visit, remember to remind 
him that new stamps for your collection are 
always welcome. He has a great many un- 
usual and beautiful ones to choose from, and 
he knows what pleasure you will have in 
adding to your collection the stamps that he 
brings you. 

The stamp that we illustrate this month is 
a “must” for your collection. Its original 
colors, which our postal laws do not permit 
us to reproduce, are a striking combination 
of orange and black. It was issued by our 
Post Office Department on May 31 of this 
year to commemorate, as its inscription indi- 
cates, the International Geophysical Year. 

The geophysical year is an unusual year 
in that it is made up of eighteen months— 
July 1, 1957, to December 31, 1958—rather 
than the usual twelve. 


During this eighteen-month period, sci- 
entists in every part of the world have been 
working together to learn more about the 
earth, the sun, and the other heavenly bodies 
and the physical laws governing them. These 
scientists have made a great many observa- 
tions, calculations, and discoveries and have 
exchanged with one another valuable infor- 
mation. The “‘sputniks” and other satellites 
now circling the earth were launched into 
outer space during the International Geo- 
physical Year. The extremely sensitive in- 
struments that they contain measure such 
conditions as temperature, solar radiation, 
magnetic currents, sunspots, atmospheric 
friction, and so on. 

The basic design of the stamp is taken 
from a photograph of the sun’s surface. It 
shows sunspots and “‘solar prominences,” 
the fiery storms that whirl for millions of 
miles across the sun’s surface and sometimes 
cause interruptions of our radio and tele- 
vision programs. 

The outstretched hands are copied from 
Michelangelo’s “Creation of Adam” fresco 
in the Sistine Chapel in Rome. The famous 
artist has portrayed in symbol the strong 
hand of God about to touch the limp hand of 
Adam in the act of creating life. 
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Progress magazine (formerly You) is the perfect gift for 
any teen-age boy or girl on your Christmas list. Your older 
brother or sister, a cousin, or a friend will be sure to appreciate 
and welcome this “best friend to teen-agers.” Some of the fea- 
= tures of the December number of Progress are: 

Za “Samaritans on Skis,” by Aylesa Forsee. A fascinating account 
of the activities of the National Ski Patrol System, a group of 
courageous men and women who dedicate themselves to making 
the sport safer for the participants. 

“Forward Motion,” by Janet Hall. An article telling how we 
can organize our time to get things done. 
“The Rarest Quality,” by Betty H. Poole. A thoroughly ex- 

* citing story about John, whose father has been transferred to 

Hawaii. John goes out for the swimming team there, even 

though he knows that most of the native boys are excellent 

i swimmers and have practically grown up in the water. 

The December number of Progress also presents other stories 
and articles, plus poems, photographs, and feature departments. 
i Progress is priced at only $1 for a full year’s subscription. 
aig Be sure to mark your order, “Christmas.” 
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Midnight Christmas 


(Continued from page 33) 


could hear them,” he said. “You have an 
understanding heart.” 

Together, they started downstairs, where 
Mother and Dad and Pete and presents and 
a gay Christmas breakfast were waiting. 


rushed downstairs, meeting Grandfather 
Lichter on the landing. 

“Merry Christmas, Rudi,” he said. “I was 
coming to waken you.” His eyes were ques- 
tioning, even a little worried. 

“Merry Christmas, Grandfather,” Rudi re- 
turned, smiling, “and thank you. The ani- 


Answers to Puzzles 
A Christmas Messa ge 
Mice; Horse; Tree; Seal; Holly. Merry Christmas 


mals talked to me last night, and it’s the 
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most wonderful Christmas present I ever Happy Holiday 
had!” Christmas. 

Grandfather's face broke into a smile that [What Is This? 
seemed to light the room. “I am so glad you _Ice. 
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